“Whadda ya mean I gotta pay for my food?” A table went crashing 
to the floor, sliding halfway across the room as a hog threw his arms up in 
anger, almost hitting several other people in the process. Plates and food 
flew everywhere, streaking the warped floorboards with several different 
sauces and spices. A formally dressed skunk stood between the enraged 
hog and the doorway. 


Threats and fits of rage did not seem to phase the stern glare of the 
striped blockade. “I assure you Sir, it’s exactly what it sounds like. 
Everybody pays for their meal...” He took a step forward, meeting muzzle to 
muzzle with the angered pig before muttering to him through gritted teeth. 
“One way or the other... Got it?” 


The dispute turned sour as the skunk was hit and thrown back against 
the door frame, hitting his head against the hardwood trimming. The hog 
snarled and stomped the floor “Was ‘at a threat fer-ball? Y’shore you wanna 
be spoutin’ off at yer mouth like dat?” 


The skunk had barely shaken off his headache when a leopard printed 
vixen showed up at his side, helping him back onto his feet. “What’s ‘a 
matter, Kimmie? Is this mean, ugly hog givin’ you a hard time?” 


Nostrils flared as the angered patron stamped his feet in rage. 
“What!? Who you callin’ ugly, Missie?!” 


The unnamed vixen bounced forward and poked the hog right in his 
snout and beamed a prize-winning smile. “You, ya big dummy!” She quickly 
turned towards Kim and jumped to his side, bouncing excitedly. “Come on, 
Kimmie, you can beat this ol’ hog!” 


“Foshu, be quiet!” Kim exclaimed. 


Foshu’s last comment seemed to change the hog’s mood for the 
better. He spread his mouth in a stupid, toothy grin as his gaze shifted to 
the suited skunk. “So, it’s a fight yeh want, is it Skunky?” 


A fight was the last thing Kim actually wanted. He could do little 
more than glare at the eager vixen before directing his attention back at his 
assaulter. “Not really,” Kim retorted. “I didn’t get my reputation by fighting 
with my customers. I would appreciate it if you paid your tab and didn’t 
cause anymore trouble.” 


Before Kim could hold her back, Foshu was back out in the middle, 
pumping her fists up in the air. “What are you talking about, Kimmie? Look 
at the mess he’s caused! He deserves to get what’s coming to him. Make 
sure he remembers the name Kimmerset the Gr- Aaah!” 


The vixen shrieked as the hog grabbed the side of her head and threw 
her to the floor. “Yer doin’ too much talking and not doin’ any of the things 
yer good fer! Now stay put until I need yeh!” 


Foshu huffed and fixed her clothing, staring up at Kimmerset with her 
mouth agape. “Are you gonna let him treat me like that, Kimmie? Take care 
of this bully!” 


By now, Kim noticed the pig was irritated once more as he stepped 
forward to grab the collar of Kim’s shirt. “Somehow, I dun think this gurl’s 
talkin’ trash, Mister. Yeh think yer tough, huh? Why don’t yeh prove it?” 


The fabric of Kim’s shirt wrinkled and constricted around his neck, 
scuffing up both his fur and his tie. Kim gave a glare and grabbed the hog’s 
paw, clasping tight around it. “Don’t. Wreck. The shirt. Or I will break 
you.” With a comment like that, one would think Kim was joking around or 
talking trash, but his eyes burned with that of fire and death. 


The hog only sneered, letting his drool drip down onto Kim’s clean-cut 
clothes. His dirty, mangled claws dug into the fabric of Kim’s shirt and tore 
down through the delicate thread, tearing the shirt to ribbons. The drooling 
buffoon watched in amusement as the shreds of clothing fell to the floor, 
leaving nothing to cover Kim’s carefully chiseled body. 


“I hope you enjoyed that, Sir...” In an instant, before anyone else 
could see what was going on, Kim grabbed the hogs hand and sunk his 
fangs into the grunt’s hand. The hog only had enough time to open his 
mouth to yell before Kim executed a perfect uppercut, forcing one jaw into 
the other and shattering several teeth. As the brute fell back, Kim grabbed 
a hold of the assailant’s hips and dug his claws in deep, pulling him forward 
as he reached a knee out and landed a solid blow, bone to crotch, between 
the hog’s legs. 


There was no doubt that the first three hits of this fight were also the 
last three hits. The once confident con-artist sat writhing on the floor, 
cupping his sac. It wouldn’t seem that winning was enough for Kim, as he 
pelted him with a couple more blows to the stomach with his wing-tipped 
shoes. The hogs cries went unheeded as Kim rolled him over onto him back, 
noticing a hefty bag of jingling coins tied to his belt. 


“What have we here, my good friend?” Kim leaned down and untied 
the bag, looking inside to see a number of gold, silver and brass coins. 
“Well, it looks like you had some money after all...” He picked out a single 
gold coin and toyed with it between his fingers. “This’ll do for the food, and 
the rest is...” Kim was interrupted by a strained groan on the floor, forcing 


him to deliver another kick to the chest, grinning as he heard another cry of 
pain. “A tip? Thank you! This will do nicely for the table and food you 
destroyed, not to mention my shirt.” 


Foshu ran to Kim’s side and started cheering and tugging at his fur 
tufts. “I knew that big, ugly meanie was no match for you! And look at all 
the money you made. That means you won’t need to charge me tonight, 
right?” 


Kim stared in slight astonishment, giving the fox girl a raised eyebrow. 
“When do you ever have money, Foshu?” 


Foshu perked her ears and gave Kim a big smooch on the cheek. “I 
knew you’d understand, Kimmie! I’ll grab the key to my usual room before I 
help myself to some of your delicious food!” 


There was no way Kim could have objected if he wanted to. By the 
time he was done raising his eyebrow, Foshu was gone and already sitting at 
her favorite spot beside the piano in the corner, on a slightly raised plateau 
where Kim often enjoyed performing for the customers as well as when no 
one was around. 


Kim was about to tend to the till to deposit his newfound wealth when 
he heard groaning by his feet. It took a moment for him to remember just 
who was lying on the floor. “You’re still here?” The hog grunted as Kim 
propped a foot against his shoulder and started to roll him out the door. 
Just outside the entrance, Kim stopped and took a deep breath, inhaling the 
night air. “I knew I had this place built on a hill for a reason.” With that, he 
shoved the hog over the edge and watched him roll into the darkness, 
rolling over jagged rocks and out of sight. 


A gentle breeze rocked against Kim’s fur, sifting through each little 
hair as it passed him by. He groaned, feeling the shredded fabric tucked 
into his pants. Kim plucked the last remaining threads and let them fall to 
the wind. “Great. Now I have to grab a new shirt...” 


Things had started to calm down inside since the scuffle. Patrons had 
gone back to eating and the table that had been flipped over had all ready 
had their meal refunded. 


Kim took another look into his grab bag. There must’ve been enough 
to cover his profits for a month in there! In an on-the-fly effort to share his 
newfound wealth, he zipped the bag closed and threw his fist up in the air. 
“Drinks all around!” 


The roars and beating on tabletops were deafening. People were 


spilling the drinks they had paid for in cheer, while others were scrambling 
to the bartender for their first round. Over all the roaring, Kim could hear 
the bartender cursing his name. 


In all the excitement, the skunk managed to slip through one of the 
more hidden entrances to his private suite. He breathed a sigh of relief, 
shutting the door behind him, happy to be able to get away from the hustle 
of his establishment for a brief moment of time. 


There was a full-body mirror Kim used next to his closet to groom and 
do his check-ups in the morning. He spread his fingers through his soft fur, 
checking for any misplaced hairs or cuts. He was just about to check his 
neck when the bed creaked behind him. 


“Toishi, Sessie Skunk...” There came a giggle and a familiar churr as 
Kim spun around to find the vixen from before sitting on his bed frame. 
“You sure did rough up that mean ol’ hog all right!” She pumped her fists in 
the air, letting loose another giggle. 


Kim casually turned back to his closet, tossing Foshu a playful smile. 
“I sure didn’t need your help provoking him, though. He was plenty riled up 
as it was all ready.” He added, grabbing another shirt and matching tie. 
“And I like not having my clothes torn into shreds.” 


The energetic vixen chuckled from behind him and started shuffling 
about the sheets of his bed while Kim fixed the tie from before around his 
neck. When he was trim and proper once more, he turned to the vixen, 
seeing a pick axe in one of her paws. He met with her eye to eye, parsing 
his lips as he thought carefully about what he was going to say next. “ 
That’s not good.” 


Unease filled the pit of Kim’s stomach as Foshu’s face beamed with 
excitement. There was only one reason, ever, that she brandished that pick 
axe. “Treasure!” 


No. There was no way he was getting dragged into something like this 
again. He’d had his fair share of “excitement” in the past. “No. No, no, no, 
Foshu. Not this time. I don’t care what kind of rusted sword, cracked 
trinket, or broken ‘golden’ pick axe you’ve heard about. You’ve gotten me 
into enough trouble, especially tonight.” 


When Kim turned around to leave the room, the fox latched onto his 
arm, as if to beg fora second chance. “But Kimmie, we’ve been through so 
much together! Can’t you trust me, even this one time?” 


No, he thought. Not this time. One stern refusal and that will be the 


end of it. “Foshu, I...” He glanced down and met eye to eye with the vixen’s 
big, glittering blue eyes. They seemed to shine with a passion so bright, 
and immediately pierced through every stern bone Kim had in his body. 
Better not get kidnapped like last time.” 


tt 


The vixen cheered and squeezed Kim hard enough to nearly crack 
every bone he had in his body. He knew he had made a mistake by giving 
in, and that they would soon be in danger the moment they set out. It 
always happened that way. After that, he could only hope nothing else 
would go wrong. 


Once Foshu had settled down, Kim felt it was safe to ask the jittery fox 
what they were searching for. “So, what-“ 


“Gold!” She pulled out a map and sprawled it out over the bed, 
pointing to a carefully marked spot on the map. “An old man a few miles 
west from here sold me this map and told me where to look! It was really 
expensive, so he had to have been telling the truth!” She drew her finger 
along a path that seemed to lead from his tavern to the red point on the 
map. “If we go north along this path and get past the various traps, pitfalls 
and monsters, we should come to a spot with gold all over!” 


Kim replayed what Foshu had said in his head before intervening. 
“Wait... traps and monsters? Just where are we going, Foshu? How could 
you even afford the map?” He glanced to the map where the location was 
circled. It didn’t take much to realize where Foshu was leading him, the 
Valley of Lost Souls. 


Kim’s gut did a somersault. Unlike many places named after similar 
fates, there was little myth to this particular valley gorge. Many had 
disappeared there and few ever returned. Those who made it back alive 
sane talked of mounds of gleaming treasure, though none had ever made it 
far enough to snatch so much as a single jewel. Many lost their minds to the 
ghouls and guardians that guarded the treasure. Those who lost their lives 
to the valley were forced to “donate” whatever possessions they had to vast 
amount of treasures that lay in wait. 


Kim swallowed the lump in his throat before rolling up the map and 
waving it in Foshu’s muzzle. “You can’t be serious, Foshu.” 


The chipper vixen looked as though she would not be deterred by the 
skunk, grabbing the map back from him. “Yes I can. I’m going and you’re 
coming with me.” She tugged hard at Kim’s arm, almost knocking him over. 
“Think. You would never have to work again!” 


Kim tugged his arm back and started to fix his sleeve. “I like working 


here, Foshu. It’s a nice living... an easy living. There’s no complications, no 
danger, no-” 


“Excitement?” Foshu chimed on cue. 


For a moment, Kim paused, staring down at his sleeve. He’d gotten 
himself into such a routine that he had forgotten about the thrill of living for 
the moment. Not knowing what was waiting around every unsuspecting 
corner. Maybe the fight that night had reawakened something inside him, 
but the burning desire for adventure surged through him. He turned his 
gaze towards Foshu and unbuttoned his sleeves. “Get my-” 


A bag fell at his feet almost instantly. Kim looked up at the eager 
vixen, who had her own bag at her side. “Y’know,” he started. “The fact 
that you know exactly where my things are is kind of unsettling.” His 
collared shirt fell to the floor and was replaced with a pale green vest. He 
whipped off his belt before glancing over to Foshu, making a small twirling 
motion with his finger. “If you wouldn’t mind...” 


The vixen’s ears perked as she shifted a bit. “Oh, right!” She cupped 
a paw over her eyes and turned away, giving Kim his privacy. 


His pants dropped to the floor and were quickly replaced by pants 
similar to his vest. Lastly, he picked up his hat and set it atop his head, his 
ears poking out through the specially cut holes. He picked up the pack and 
slung it over his shoulder. “All right Foshu, you win. Let’s go.” 


Foshu was at the door in a flash with Kim trailing behind. The dining 
area had settled down quite a bit from when he left it. Just as Kim was 
passing the bartender, he threw down a couple gold pieces. “This should 
cover the night’s expenses.” He flipped another gold piece towards the 
barkeep. “That’s your tip.” 


The bartender blinked a couple times before looking Kim over up and 
down. “Where are you going?” 


“Out,” Kim replied. 

“Out?” He echoed. 

“Out,” Kim repeated. “You’re in charge until I get back. No shady 
business, no freebies, and no stealing. I will find out if you do.” The 
bartender was left to contemplate his words and Kim was free to spend the 


next couple days with Foshu’s high hopes. 


The vixen cheerfully skipped out the door, humming all the while as 


she left Kim to trail closely behind. They weren’t far outside the tavern 
when Foshu stopped just at the bottom of the hill and started rummaging 
around inside a pile of leaves. Kim glimpsed what appeared to be a small 
wooden staff, roughly the height of the vixen herself. She shook the dirt off 
and grasped both hands around the handle, thudding the base against the 
ground, expelling all the dust from her dirt-ridden clothes. With another 
twirl of her staff, a small gust of wind enveloped her body and by the time it 
had passed, Foshu was in her treasure-hunting clothes. 


“I don’t suppose you could make me a sandwich with that thing, could 
you?” Kim cracked a smile before yelping and cowering as Foshu’s stick 
landed on his head. 


“Don’t be silly Kim, I can’t conjure with this.” With another wave, an 
apple floated from her pack into her paw. “This is its main purpose.” She 
tossed the apple back into her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “Let’s 
not waste any time, Mr. Set! There’s treasure waiting for us!” With a tap of 
her staff, light radiated from the top, lighting up the darkness. 


In spite of all the dangers that Kim knew were waiting for them, he 
was honestly excited. This was going to be the closest thing he had ever 
had to a vacation in the past three years. He followed closely behind, 
admiring her staff as the disappeared into the darkening forest. “What are 
the odds you could teach me some of that..?” 


Everything seemed quiet as the pair walked through brush and 
wildlife alike. Foshu was using her staff to clear the path of whatever she 
could while Kim studied the map, generally ignoring the twigs and thorns 
that caught his tail as best he could. Being as intrigued with the map as he 
was, he wasn’t watching where he was going as he bumped into the 
backside of Foshu, nearly knocking her down. 


The fox shrieked whipped her staff around, nearly knocking Kim in the 
nose. She panted heavily, perking her ears when she seemed to realize that 
it was only the skunk that had bumped her. “Watch were you’re going, 
Kimmie. There’s bound to be traps soon,” she stated and began inspecting 
the ground. 


Kim began to look around as well until he realized that he hadn’t 
brought himself any means of protection. He groaned, now looking for 
something that he might be able to use in case they got into any trouble. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted a blue light shining from under a 
pile of leaves. As soon as he looked, the light dimmed to reveal what looked 
like a staff. Much to his delight, he reached down and grabbed it, pulling it 
out from underneath the pile of leaves. “Aha!” 


Foshu jumped and appeared at Kim’s side instantly. “What? Did you 
find gold? A trap? Something dangerous?” Her voice seemed all too cheerful 
considering the questions she was asking. Almost like a treasure hunt just 
wasn’t worth the trouble if there wasn’t some kind of danger. 


Kim grinned and stood the staff on its end. It was decorated in a 
simple fashion. Carefully carved swirls twisted up the base of the staff and 
stopped where the leather handle began. And on the top was... “Hey, this 
skeleton hand on the top almost looks real!” Kim stepped to the side and 
brushed against something else that was hidden underneath all the leaves. 
With a bit of poking from his new stick, he uncovered many well-placed 
bones, forming the shape of a skeleton. And at the end of one of the 
skeletons arms, was missing a hand. 


Kim glanced at the staff with the realistic hand sitting atop its perch 
and back down at the skeleton missing its right hand. Then back at the 
skeleton hand, pausing to think fora moment. “Ew!” He smacked the staff 
down against the deceased corpse, freeing the staff from its former captor. 


Foshu stared at the corpse and then to the staff. “Are you really going 
to use that?” 


Kim gave the staff another look over and shrugged. “He’s dead. He 
doesn’t need it anymore.” 


She seemed to nod in agreement and started walking down the 
trodden path again while humming a tune to herself. Kim followed suit with 
his new walking stick in hand. The leather grip tingled in his hand. It 
almost felt... blue? How, he wasn’t sure, but it felt good. Like a cool autumn 
breeze. 


It was hard keeping up with Foshu and her quick pace. Nothing 
seemed to distract her from getting her paws on those jewels. He was 
trying to catch up with Foshu’s tail when he felt his foot trip up against 
something like a wire. His mind flashed. He had several options. Pits, 
arrows and spikes were only a few of the possibilities that he could think of. 
He took a wild guess and dove for the ground, landing hard against the dirt 
road, his staff tossed out in front of him. 


He could hear the whistling of arrows above him and several thuds as 
they embedded themselves into some nearby tree trunks. His ears perked 
at the possibility of there being any more traps. When he heard nothing, he 
got to his knees and brushed himself off, bending over to pick up his staff. 
Finally out of harms way, he looked down the path to see how far ahead 
Foshu had gotten and saw that she was nowhere to be seen. 


Kim brushed his hair back in frustration. Traps were bound to be 
everywhere by this point and avoiding them all while trying to catch up with 
Foshu would prove difficult and damn near impossible. He gripped his staff 
and started walking when it started to glow a soft blue. When the staff 
moved, the blue glow trailed behind it like a flame. He waved it around, in 
absolute awe of the staff’s mysterious aura. He jumped when a paw 
touched his shoulder. “Who...?” 


When he turned around, it was the vixen herself smiling cheerfully. 
“Having fun?” 


Overwhelmed with excitement, Kim waved the staff in front of Foshu’s 
muzzle. “Hey, look at this. The staff is glowing!” He pointed to the dull 
brown of his staff and blinked, giving it a couple shakes. The blue flame has 
dissipated, having no evidence of having ever been there in the first place. 
“Tt... it was there!” 


The vixen curled her lips upwards gave a toothy grin. “I believe you 
Skunky. But we’ve gotta hurry. Someone else might get to the treasure 
before us if we’re not quick!” 


She immediately started running ahead of him, hopefully out of ear- 
shot before he slumped and groaned. “Because everyone will be rushing to 
their demise in some godforsaken valley of death...” 


With that, Foshu perked her ears and turned back towards 
Kimmerset. “What was that, Mr. Set?” 


By then, his best options were to ignore his better judgment and 
follow the eager fox to his death. “Nothing,” he chimed, grabbing his staff 
tight in paw and trailing after her. 


A few more hours after treading through the forest the two of them 
came to a wide clearing. The next thing Kim saw was almost like something 
out of a movie. Everything was lit up by the light of the full moon that 
shone near as bright as day. A large valley spread itself out before them, 
towered over by the impressive cliffs above. Greenery covered the 
landscape below, parting to make way for a dilapidated stone temple. 


Vines riddled the broken stones. Time was unforgiving to this ancient 
structure. Entrances were collapsed, walkways were crumbled and half the 
stones were eroded back into soil. Kim took a minute to take in the scenery. 
While he took in a whiff of the fresh valley air, his hand began to tingle. He 
looked down to see his staff glowing blue again. The baffled skunk blinked 
and shook it again, watching the blue flame dance about. He heard a 


ruffling of leaves behind him. Though by the time he turned to see what is 
was, there was nothing there. 


“Mr. Set?” Foshu’s footsteps crunched the leaves behind him as he 
turned back to the temple. The staff was done glowing and the only things 
standing between them and treasure were the traps Kim didn’t want to 
think about. 


“Hey... Yeah, let’s go.” They trudged through the last bit of vegetation 
before stepping foot on the broken pathway. Foshu took out her map and 
started skimming her finger all about the page, as if she was looking for 
something specific. Kim tried to glance over her shoulder, but as she 
noticed his shadow, she shrewd away with the map and continued her 
apparently random finger-searching. 


About one minute later she rolled up the map and stuck it back in her 
pack, standing straight up with the shoulders held back, as if trying to act 
majestic. “Well, there shouldn’t be any traps until we get into the temple. 
When we get in the door, there’s a pitfall just a few feet in front of the 
entrance. But that’s if the temple guards don’t get to us first.” 


Kim blinked and took a look around at the completely deserted area. 
Not even the wildlife seemed to inherit this land. “But Foshu, there’s 
nothing here. There can’t possibly be guards unless they’re...” 


“Ghosts?” Foshu interrupted eagerly. “Why yes, they are! What did 
you think they were going to be? I hope you weren’t thinking we were going 
to be going up against monsters or anything. That’s just silly.” 


There was nothing about the situation that sat well with Kim’s 
stomach. His gut twisted into knots just looking at the temple now, 
wondering what lay past the first few steps into the deserted temple. He 
took a look at his staff and shook it up and down a couple times. “You had 
better come in handy...” 


Foshu blinked and skittered up to the staff, sniffing it curiously, then 
leaning up and giving Kim an inquisitive look. “Were you just talking to 
your staff, Mr. Set? Does it talk?” 


“Wha...? Er, no. I just hope this thing comes in handy, because I have 
no idea how I’m supposed to defeat a ghost.” He gave the staff another 
hopeful shake, hoping it would do something, but to no avail. 


Suddenly the staff was snatched from his hand and the vixen began to 
examine it, trying to make it work. She eventually tossed it back to Kim and 
shrugged. “It doesn’t work, Kimmie. Maybe the next thing you find on the 


ground will be magical.” 


Kim sighed and shook his staff with little enthusiasm and started 
trudging along towards the temple. The moonlight only added to the 
eeriness of the temple. The skunk kept the staff close by his side in the 
hopes that it might actually be useful in a time of need while keeping close 
to Foshu at the same time, not wanting to be anywhere out of the light. 


The entrance to the temple was dark and covered in more vines. 
Foshu stuck her staff in first and Kim poked his head in to examine and look 
for any visible traps. He gazed downwards and noticed an open pit layered 
with spikes. Kim jumped back at the sight of them and looked to see how 
far the pit spanned. It looked about a meter across and spanned the entire 
length of the hallway. 


After enough examination, Kim figured it wouldn’t be too hard to just 
jump across to the other side. Foshu pulled out her map again and started 
looking, but Kim just wanted to get the first obstacle over and done with. 
With his pack secured and his staff in hand, he ran towards the entrance 
and leapt towards the other side of the pit. 


Just as he was about to make contact with the other side, Foshu cried 
out from behind him. “Kim, wait! There are traps on that side!” 


Kim watched helplessly as he had no idea what to expect. The second 
he landed on the other side, he instinctively jumped just before a set of 
spikes shot up out of the floor. Once landing, the wall slid down into the 
floor to reveal an entire wall of darts, assumed to be poisonous. In an effort 
to preserve his life, Kim dove past the arrows as they narrowly missed his 
feet and almost landed in yet another pit, skidding to a stop with his upper 
torso hanging over the edge. 


Completely freaked, the skunk didn’t move for fear of something else 
being set off if he even dared flinch. Soon after the calamity, Foshu 
appeared at his side with a helping paw. “I think you’ve gone and set off all 
the traps for this area. Maybe I could use your help with the next set we 
come across.” She gave him a wink as he pulled himself to his feet. 


“Oh, shut it,” he grinned. He took another look at the pit and how far 
it was. It seemed to be a little longer than the previous pit. Kim groaned 
and scratched his head. “Why do they have to make these things so damn 
hard to get into? You think they’d lose some of their own people with these 
deathtraps.” 


Foshu rolled her map out onto the floor again and began examining it. 
Kim looked over her shoulder, trying to decipher the marks and scribbles on 


the faded paper. He couldn’t make out much before she folded the map 
again and stuck it in her pack. 


Kim wasn’t about to jump over the next pit without some sort of 
reassurance there wasn’t a poisonous blowfish laid out on the ground to kill 
him as soon as he fell from a well-placed banana peel. “Well? Are there any 
traps over there?” 


Foshu stood up and threw the backpack over her shoulders. “There’s 
a wall of spears that juts out from both sides as soon as you touch the floor.” 

He looked out over the pit and at both the walls for any sign as to 
where the spikes would come out, but there was little indication to be 
found. Kim prepped himself to jump over the pit, getting into a stance and 
leaning on his forward foot, then to his back, then to his forward foot again, 
then stopped. “How are we doing this?” 


Foshu stepped up to the edge along side Kimmerset and watched the 
walls. “We need to find something large enough to set off the spikes and 
then make a brake for it while they’re resetting themselves.” 


It seemed a dauntless task as he wondered just how far the wall of 
spears reached. He gripped his staff in his paws and pondered what could 
be used to set off the trap. He heard some shuffling behind him and when 
he was about to turn around, he was almost hit in the face by a swinging 
pack. 


“Think fast Kimmie!” She threw the pack to the other side of the pit 
and it landed in the middle of the hall. Spears jutted out from the sides and 
pierced the bag, easily shredding the contents inside. The bag fell to the 
floor as the spears began to disappear back into the walls. Foshu quickly 
jumped to the other side and started running. 


Kim paused for a second, knowing he wouldn’t get another chance to 
get through this. He leaped and landed, sprinting towards the end, quickly 
catching up to Foshu and then some. The spears had settled back into the 
wall, getting ready to set off again. Kim reached out and grabbed Foshu 
and leaped just as the spears shot out from the wall again. One of the 
spears grazed his foot, opening a nice fresh wound in his right heel. 


The two of them fell to the floor as the spears reset themselves into 
the wall again. Warm blood trickled down his foot and into his fur. He 
whined and grabbed the pack off his shoulders and started shuffling 
through his supplies. He grabbed out a roll of bandages and bit off a strip 
of the fabric and wrapped it around his foot. The rag turned red almost 
immediately and started dripping onto the floor. 


Foshu was at his foot in an instant, helping Kim with the bandages. 
“Oh Kimmie, you’ve hurt yourself! Let me help.” She grabbed the two ends 
of the bandage and tied them into a knot, pulling them tight around his foot. 
Kim winced at the pain from his wrappings. She stood and helped Kim to 
his feet. “You’ve gotta keep the pressure tight to prevent bruising and help 
clotting.” 


“T know...” He groaned, now using his staff for a walking stick, trying 
to keep the weight off his heel. Fortunately, Kim was no stranger to walking 
on his toes. There wasn’t any turning back now, so the best he could do was 
to not agitate the wound any further. He just prayed that was the last of the 
traps and that they could walk to the treasure. 


Foshu pulled out her map again and started inspecting it. “According 
to this, there aren’t any more traps, but there should be a few spirits that 
patrol this area.” 


The thought of spirits didn’t sit will with Kim. Mostly because, as 
Spirits, there was no real way to subdue them. “Foshu,” the vixen looked up 
attentively, cocking her head to the side. “Do you know of anyway that we 
can deal with the patrol guards?” 


“Oh gosh no, Kimmie.” She rolled up the map and stuffed it back in 
her bag. “They’re spirits and I’m not a sorcerer. If they find us, we’re 
pretty much done for.” 


Kim gripped his staff anxiously and looked around, just to make sure 
that they weren’t lurking around the corner. He could only imagine what 
they might do to them if they were caught. “Sooo, how do we avoid them?” 


“Luck!” Foshu chimed. 


With a hop and a bound, she set off around the corner. Kim barely 
had time to kneel and pray that they wouldn’t be spotted before he set off 
before he set off behind her. 


The two of them dashed through the dark halls, either of them barely 
able to see what was in front of them, the ways dimly lit with hanging 
torches. Kim was trying valiantly to keep up with Foshu, tripping over each 
stone that jutted out of the weathered floor. He swore aloud after stubbing 
his foot on a particularly blunt stone, nearly toppling over. “Damn it! I wish 
we had a little more light in here!” 


As if by Kim’s verbal cue, his staff lit up, revealing every nook and 
cranny. Kim stood to marvel and shake the staff for a few moments, 


wondering if it really could hear him. He hadn’t been standing for too long 
when Foshu darted back and tugged at his sleeve. 


“That’s great Kimmie, but we have to keep moving! They might catch 
up with us!” They hadn’t been running for much longer when a ghostly 
figure loomed in front of them. The two of them shrieked in unison and 
turned to run the other way, but another ghoul had all ready crept up 
behind them and was closing in fast. 


Foshu quickly ran behind Kim, leaving him to confront the two guards, 
even though he could do little more than wave his staff at them and try to 
keep off his injured foot. 


“Stay back!” Foshu barked from Kim’s blind spot. “His staff is magic, 
it'll blow you both away!” 


Kim tried to remain confident and flashed the still glowing staff, his 
paws quivering as the ghouls got closer. They were almost within arms 
reach when Kim closed his eyes and slammed his staff on the ground. “Get 
back!” An obscenely bright light filled the temple and before he knew what 
was going on, the staff had gone dim and no longer shone brightly as it had 
before. 


It took a little more than a few moments for Kim to register what 
happened. He blinked and glanced around. The ghosts were gone, the 
halls were empty and Foshu was still hiding behind his back. “I, uh...” He 
took another look around to see that everything was all right. “I think 
they’re gone, Foshu...” 


The Fox peaked out from underneath Kim’s shoulder, sniffing the air 
curiously. “What happened, Kimmy?” 


He looked down at his staff, dull and brown once again. “I... I think 
this helped.” Kim held the staff out, shaking it to try and make it glow. After 
the third or fourth shake, it sparked angrily, shooting bright flares over 
Kim’s head. The staff fell to the floor as Kim took cover. “Holy shit, I think I 
pissed it off!” 


“That’s silly, Mr. Set. You can’t anger a piece of wood,” replied Foshu 
from behind the protection of her own magical aid. She poked it with the 
end of her and shrieked when it sparked again. 


“T don’t think it likes being poked or shaken...” 


“Don’t be ridiculous, Kim. Staffs don’t have feelings-” Before Foshu 
could completely finish her sentence, the head of the shaft burst into 


flames, spitting fire everywhere, just barely missing the two in a fiery hell 
storm. 


The two of them ducked for cover, covering their heads with their 
packs and paws. Kim was the first to look up from the ground at the staff, 
remaining cautious of the fact that it could explode at any moment or at the 
slightest wrong move. “I really don’t think it liked you talking about it like 
that, Foshu...” 


When he turned to the fox, all of her fur was standing on end. Kim 
grinned and snickered, watching as she stood up and grumbled. “That’s not 
funny, Kim! It’ll take me days to get all this straightened out...” 


Just as soon as Kim was (fairly) sure the staff wasn’t about to attack 
them again, he reached out to pick it up. He examined it carefully, 
wondering if the staff did indeed have a personality. Kim leaned into the 
staff carefully and whispered, “If you help us out here I won’t shake you and 
I will fully acknowledge your existence as a sentient being.” 


At those words, the staff started to glow a faint blue all around and 
Kim felt energy flowing through his entire body. He no longer felt like he 
was the only presence inhabiting his mind. Words couldn’t describe what 
was happening as the staff began to merge with his thoughts. He closed his 
eyes and visualized the blue aura surrounding his body. His fur tingled all 
over and he could feel the pain in his heel going away as the energy filled 
his body with an indescribable feeling of power. Soon, he could no longer 
distinguish the staff’s consciousness with his own. With the staff raised 
high, he slammed it against the ground, feeling an enormous rush of the 
blue aura go out in all directions. 


He opened his eyes and felt the energy dissipating. It seemed like 
everything had turned back to normal except for one thing; he no longer 
saw in only colors. Everything, even the walls, had an aura surrounding it. 
He turned to Foshu, watching yellow wisps of energy flow through her fur 
and her hair. 


The fox approached him and stared up at him, staring intently before 
mentioning, “Kimmie, your eyes... They’ve gone yellow.” 


Kim blinked again in disbelief and looked at the staff. It now held a 
constant blue glow. He waved it through the air, watching it act very much 
like a flame. Everything now, even in the darkness, was as bright as day. 
The walls lit their own way down the barren corridor, revealing every nook, 
cranny and pitfall. “I don’t think we’re going to need that map anymore, 
Foshu.” 


“Are you nuts? It’s pitch black in here and we have no clue where 
we're going!” She scrambled to fetch her bag and her staff in what seemed 
to be an attempt to prepare herself for the journey ahead. 


The skunk shook his head. Deep down he knew Foshu could not see 
what he saw. He kept silent as he whipped his staff in a wide semi-circle 
into the air, willing his new magician’s tool to emit a light bright enough to 
illuminate the entire hallway. 


With a simple smirk, Kim turned to Foshu. “I’ve seen the light, 
Foshu.” 


As Kim started walking towards the end of the corridor, he could hear 
Foshu shuffling behind him, muttering. “No fair... Why can’t I do that?” 


Not only could he see the auras of inanimate objects, he could see 
through them. He felt like a minotaur in his own maze. Nothing was 
hidden from his eyes now. One thing seemed odd, though. There was 
nothing between them and the inner-most room. No guards, no traps. 
Nothing. And even with his new vision, the deepest parts of the maze were 
shrouded from his sight. 


Foshu quickly joined up with Kim, keeping close to the staff for 
assumed protection. Kim suddenly stopped and made sure to search every 
last part of the maze he could see, making a realization that made his 
stomach queasy. “There’s nothing, Foshu... Not one trap, guard or hidden 
pit.” 


Kim’s muzzle jerked downwards to reach Foshu’s eye-level, watching 
inquisitively as she stared into his eyes. “Did that staff give you super- 
powers Kimmie?” 


Once Foshu let go of his muzzle, Kim rose again and took another 
glance. “Yes. Listen, though. There’s nothing between us and the main 
room. I think there’s something big waiting for us in there.” 


“Yeah!” Foshu piped up. “Lots of treasure!” She pumped her fists into 
the air and jumped eagerly. 


“Yeah, treasure...” Kim looked ahead with uncertainty, but ultimately 
decided that they had gone too far to turn back and trudged on. 


They approached the last corridor; The last chance they had to recoup 
before braving whatever was in the last room. It looked as if natural light 
was leaking in through the door at the end of the hall. 


Kim waved a hand over the head of his staff and let the light dim to a 
dull glow. “Foshu, we’re going to have to be ready for anything that might 
be lurking in there. Keep your staff ready, you may need it. And... I hope 
you can fight if necessary.” 


Foshu gripped her staff and gave Kim a nervous glance. “I can run 
pretty good...” 


Running didn’t seem like a bad idea either, depending on whether or 
not the could pit themselves against the ancient souls of the temple. That 
was, of course, assuming the spirits weren’t faster than they were. Kim 
glanced down to Foshu. “Ready?” 


“No.” 


“Great, let’s go.” Kim dashed up to the entrance and braced himself 
beside the door. He peaked around the corner to check for any traps or 
guards and was in awe of what he saw. 


The moon shone brightly in the sky in the center of a wide opening 
between several temples. All the entrances looked identical, and each of 
them lead out into a lush, green field. In the middle of it all, on top ofa 
plateau, lay a mound of gold coins, treasure and jewels. 


Not wanting to be caught off guard, he stepped out one foot at a time 
from the doorway, with his staff out in front. He waved a hand over the 
head and snuffed the light out completely. The last thing he wanted was to 
be given away by the light, given that he could all ready see perfectly well. 


He heard shuffling behind him and turned just as Foshu crept out of 
the temple, seemingly in awe of the sight before her. “Kimmie... It’s 
beautiful.” It didn’t take long before he eyes focused downwards and 
towards the treasure. Her eyes lit up as bright as the moon itself and she 
squeaked. “Treasure!” 


Kim hurried to shut her muzzle to keep her from making anymore 
sudden noises. “There might be something around here, Foshu! There’s 
something weird about this place... I can’t see here like in the temple.” 


Something ruffled behind them and Kim spun around to see a 
shadowy figure. He held his staff out in front, keeping on the offensive. 
“Who’s there?” 


“Oh, is jus’ me, Skunkeh...” A familiar voice replied. The figure 
stepped out of the shadows to reveal it was the same hog that had created 
such a disturbance that same night. 


Kim gripped his staff tight as it enveloped itself in fierce blue flames 
that wrapped around his paws. “What do you want? How did someone like 
you even get through the temple?” 


The hog grinned and pulled out a piece of paper very similar to the 
map Foshu had. “Oh, ‘dat ‘dere was easy, Skunk... Me mate an’ I hand out 
these maps to anyone foolish enough to buy ‘em, then we beat ‘em here and 
take all ‘dere cash!” He rubbed his jaw and glared at Kim. “Speakin’ ‘er 
which, a’m gonna need tha’ moneh you took from me tonight.” 


Kim shook his head and took a step forward, forcing the hog one step 
back. “That’s the price of business, my friend. You cause a ruckus in my 
establishment and I liberate you of your funds. And if you’ve know where 
the treasure was all this time, why haven’t you taken it for yourself by 
now?” 


The hog just grinned. “I ain’t tellin’ ya that Skunkeh. Try takin’ it 
home for yourself and see what happens.” 


Kim shook his head and stared him down. “Tl find out what you’re 
not telling me eventually... Where’s your associate, by the way?” 


The slobbery pig grinned. “He’s aroun’, Skunkeh...” At that moment, 
Kim’s staff glowed slightly differently; like when he was around traps and 
other dangers... It was then he noticed the hog wasn’t looking directly at 
him. Instinctively, Kim grit his teeth and grabbed onto his staff tight as it 
reverted back to it’s fierce blue flames and swung around hard, cracking 
the head of the shaft hard against another shadow in the light, lifting the 
hidden assailant off the ground and sending him flying several feet from his 
original position. 


Kim turned back to the hog and gripped his paws tight. “Any other 
surprises?” 


The pig pulled a blue sapphire from his pocket that shone with the 
moonlight. “One day, when I were walkin’ around these here temples, I 
came across this little gem... It seems to control the spirits ‘round here. 
I’ve got a special surprise for you, Skunkeh.” 


The ground rumbled beneath their feet and the gem in the hog’s hand 
shone brightly. Ghouls, skeletons and even his the pig’s companion rose 
from the ground. Kim watched, bewildered by what was going on. 


The hog chortled. “Anyone who dies ‘ere becomes a slave forever to 
the spirit ruler of this temple... And if y’eve heard the legends, Skunkeh, 


y know there’s a lot of ‘em.” 


Hundreds of undead creatures broke free from their physical and 
spiritual graves and began to walk the earth once again. The first one of 
them to attack being the hog’s old companion. 


He dashed with his teeth snarling and arms outstretched, falling over 
when Kim ducked to the side and cracked him over the head with his staff. 
“Foshu, stay on your guard and keep close!” 


Ghouls became wisps of smoke in the air as Kim whipped his staff 
around gracefully, the blue flame piercing into the soul of each and every 
one of them and sending them back to the grave. 


Foshu had managed to battle her way to Kim’s side, flailing around to 
keep the ghouls and skeletons at bay. He heard the hog laughing 
menacingly in the distance, reminding Kim that the only thing controlling all 
the undead was the gem he held in his hand. 


After fighting back a few more monsters, Kim leaned back into Foshu 
and whispered. “Foshu, keep them off until I can manage to get the stone 
from that hog.” 


Foshu nodded, creating small whirlwinds of dust and grass to keep 
the beasts distracted. Kim closed his eyes and focused on drawing power 
from the staff. He felt that wave of energy come back to him, enveloping his 
body in a blue flame-like aura. 


Time seemed to slow for everyone but Kim. The shrieks and cries he 
heard were that of a record player playing at one-tenth speed. When he 
opened his eyes again, everything was moving much slower and he felt an 
overwhelming sense of power. 


He coiled his hind legs and aimed for the skies as he leapt dozens of 
feet into the air, landing with a swift thud and set off through the wall of 
monsters, twisting through, ducking under and leaping over everything that 
got in his way. The moment he broke through the crowd, he focused in on 
the gem held in the hog’s hand. It looked like it was going to be a cinch as 
he wound up his staff, ready to hit the gem right out of his hand. Just 
before he made contact, a force blew him back several meters. 


Time sped up and Kim’s jaw ached like it had been hit with a baseball 
bat. 


“Yeh think yer the only one with powers, do yeh Skunkeh?” The hog’s 
fist shone a bright blue and followed all the way up his arm. Even with 


Kim’s advantage, he hadn’t managed to see the hog’s blazing fist. 


Kim forced himself to his feet and blew away one of the nearest 
ghouls that tried to attack him. “You know you can’t beat me with simple 
minions, so come and fight me yourself!” 


The hog spat on the ground and gripped his fist tight around the gem. 
“Yeh bet yer stripey tail I’ll fight yeh, Skunkeh. I still owe you fer 
humiliatin’ me back at the tavern!” He rushed forward, moving much faster 
than Kim had ever seen anything move before. There was barely time for 
Kim to dodge the side and topple over. 


Kim scrambled to get back to his feet and managed a fluke back flip to 
dodge the hog’s next attack. When he landed, his foot slipped out from 
underneath him, giving the hog the chance he needed. He landed a direct 
hit against Kim’s forehead and sent him spiraling backwards into a tree. 
There was just enough time to duck before the trunk of the tree behind him 
was blown into thousands of little splinters. 


Kim saw his chance and swept the hog’s legs out from under him. 
Before he even made contact with the ground, Kim wound up and landed a 
punch against the side of his jaw, sending him spiraling. He catapulted 
himself off the remaining trunk and dashed towards the tumbling body, staff 
raised high in the air and with his best battle cry, leapt into the air and 
slammed the staff into the ground, causing a tremor that shook the entire 
area. 


The hog fell like a limp rag doll to the ground and rolled, the gem 
falling away from his body. All of his minions seemed to fade into nothing, 
now that they didn’t have a controller. Kim fell to his knees and started 
panting, his blue aura fading. The battle draining almost all of his physical 
energy. 


Foshu rushed over, but not before grabbing the stone and placing it in 
her pocket. She knelt beside him and held him up, checking him up and 
down. “Are you okay Kimmie?” 

Kim brushed himself off and looked up at Foshu. “Where’s the gem?” 

Foshu looked at her pocket hesitantly and then back at Kim. 

After a little rest, Kim tried his best to stand up and asked Foshu 
again. “Foshu, I need that gem. There’s no way that it will ever be safe in 


anyone’s hands.” 


“But Kimmie...” Foshu protested, taking the gem out of her pocket. 


“This could sell for a fortune! We could even use it for ourselves! It’d be 
great!” 


Kim’s yellow eyes narrowed into menacing slits. ‘No.” 


“Aww!” The vixen whined as Kim grabbed the stone from her paw. 
The stone was far too dangerous to ever exist and Kim knew it had to be 
destroyed. Not that his intentions were entirely pure; he never wanted to 
have to fight an army of zombies and ghosts ever again. 


He threw the gem on the ground and took a deep breath, raising his 
staff in the air and bringing it down with a deafening crack on the jewel. 
The sapphire split, shining brightly as the cracks spread throughout the 
blue rock, eventually shattering the entire stone, throwing pieces 
everywhere. 


It was just at that moment that the ground started shaking again. 
Ghosts reappeared and skeletons began to walk the earth once again. 
Kim’s eyes went wide as he groaned. “I clearly didn’t think this through...” 


Foshu shrieked and hid behind Kim, gripping tight onto his shirt. 
“What do we do, Kim? They’re everywhere!” 


Exhausted, Kim could barely grip his staff and stand up to face the 
ghouls. He would have to use all the energy he had left just to run. He 
grabbed the vixen in one arm, ignoring the fox’s shrieks and sprinted 
towards the pile of gold, dodging attackers left and right. 


The closer they got, the more the gold seemed to shine in the 
moonlight. They were almost there when the treasure became surrounded 
by undead creatures. Kim let Foshu down and got himself ready for one last 
battle. His paws were wrapped with a familiar wispy blue aura as he 
crouched low to the ground, preparing to strike. He lunged forward and 
swung his staff, taking out several ghosts in one shot, leaving just another 
five ghouls to deal with. 


He was about to strike again when a heavy force threw him to the 
ground, sending him toppling towards the pile of treasure. “TI kill yeh 
before they get the chance!” 


Kim tried to open his eyes, dizzy from all the exertion. He threw the 
hog off of him and swung his staff into the pile of treasure, catching a single 
coin with the tip of the staff and landing a square blow to the hog’s 
forehead. 


The hog fell to the ground and began laughing maniacally, screaming 


and yelling nonsensical sentences about treasure and gold. It wasn’t long 
before the treasure guardians swarmed him and his ramblings were nothing 
more than echoes in the wind. 


Kim scrambled to his feet and pulled back the staff, about to swing 
again when he was overcome with an unbearable dizziness. His footing was 
lost and he nearly toppled over, barely able to catch himself. As he tried to 
regain his balance, another wave of nausea overcame him and brought him 
to the ground. He lost his grip and his staff fell to the ground and the 
ghouls started to surround him. 


Foshu cried out and used her own magic, creating small whirlwinds 
that threw the skeletal creatures off balance, but had no effects that would 
distract the ghosts. They were closing in fast when Kim tried to reach out 
for his staff. 


His claws dug at the dirt, barely able to move when he muttered to 
the staff, “Thanks for the help... I guess this is where the adventure ends...” 
With his last breath, he glanced at a horrified Foshu and grinned. “It’s been 
fun...” 


In a few moments, everything went black. 


The sound of rain was faint as lights began swirling all around Kim 
when he opened his eyes. It wasn’t long before he could make out a very 
distinct shape of a slender female fox sitting in a chair beside him. The 
tender, caring, and worrisome eyes of Foshu as she sat by his bed. Her look 
was almost of disbelief as Kim sat up and looked around, noticing all of his 
clothes and his staff were placed neatly on the bedside table. He looked 
back to Foshu, uncertain of how the could possibly still be alive. “Are we 
dead?” 


Foshu smiled with tear-filled eyes, leaping from her chair and 
wrapping her arms tight around Kim’s upper torso. “Oh Skunky... No, we’re 
not dead. Your staff... it saved us somehow. All I saw was a bright flash and 
we were back here in your room. They almost had you... Both of us. And 
we couldn’t even grab the gold.” 


Kim smiled and hugged his arm around the vixen, running a paw 
through her hair. “Don’t fret, Foshu. We’re okay and everything’s fine, gold 
or not.” He nuzzled his nose against her neck and ran his finger down her 
back, lightly treading his claws against her skin. 


The vixen cooed and gripped Kim to her chest tight, folding her ears 
back and pulling herself into his body. “I don’t know how I can ever make 


up for the amount of danger I put you in...” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Kim noticed the staff glowing a faint blue, 
as if to suggest a means of payback. Kim’s grin grew wider as he slowly 
understood what the staff was trying to tell him. He ran a paw down the 
vixen’s back, down to her waistline and licked her ear while whispering, “I 
know a way you can pay me back...” 


Foshu’s ears perked as her cheeks flushed red. “R- really? How can I 
do that, Skunky?” 


He licked down her neck and towards her chest, making soft sounds 
as his paws easily did away with her ‘excessive’ articles of clothing until 
there was nothing left but a couple pieces of underwear. It certainly didn’t 
take the vixen long to understand what her payment would be once she was 
sitting almost completely bare before him. 


The vixen covered her chest partially with her arm, blushing beat red 
underneath her fur, cooing yet again as she straddled Kim’s lap. “Oh, 
Skunky...” 


With a gentle hand, Kim moved Foshu’s arm away from her chest and 
reached behind her, unclipping her bra and placing it at the side of the bed. 
Kim lay back to admire the view as Foshu sat with her arms at her side, 
staring bashfully into his eyes. 


The skunk pulled her forward and wrapped his muzzle around the 
nipple on her left breast, suckling and nipping gently, hearing her soft 
moans. He slowly kissed up her chest and neck towards her muzzle, 
planting his lips on hers and holding it while his paws began to work on her 
last article of clothing. 


With little effort at all, her panties came sliding off and dropped to the 
floor, leaving nothing between Kim’s bare hips and Foshu’s as they grinded 
together, the two still interlocked in a kiss. Kim broke away and started to 
kiss and nip at her neck as he rubbed his shaft against Foshu’s bare legs. 
His paws gripped her hips and positioned her just at the tip of his pulsing 
manhood, his head poking at those moist, warm folds. 


Foshu squeaked as Kim kept her firm in his grip, squirming and 
blushing more as Kim inched closer and closer to penetrating her, his pink 
shaft throbbing. As soon as Kim’s length dipped inside her, he thrust 
upwards, burying his thickness deep inside her as he took her in his arms. 


The vixen squeaked and moaned softly, digging her claws into Kim’s 
back. He started out slow and gradually increased his speed, gripping 


tighter and thrusting faster as her moans increased in volume. It wasn’t 
taking long at all for Kim to reach his limits as he felt his shaft pulse wildly 
inside her, about to blow at any minute. 


As Kim got closer to release, the staff started glowing again, causing 
Kim’s maw, throat and belly to glow a faint blue. He opened his maw. The 
closer he got to orgasm, the wider his jaws became, until Kim finally 
reached his peak and couldn’t wait any longer. He leaned over and clamped 
his jaws around the vixen, hearing her shriek suddenly as she was filled 
with his seed and plunged into his muzzle at the same time. 


The vixen struggled frantically inside the skunk’s maw, but nothing 
could stop him as Kim shoved the vixen down his greedy gullet. His throat 
bulged and his shaft fell out with a wet slosh as Foshu continued to kick and 
struggle all the way down the skunk’s throat. Eventually, Kim’s stomach 
made way for the struggling vixen, becoming one mass of wriggling fox. 


With one final slurp, Kim slurped up the last of Foshu’s tail and let out 
a Satisfied sigh as he pat his wriggling tummy with a wide grin. 


The vixen kicked and struggled against the skunks insides 
unsuccessfully. “Skunky, I thought you said I could pay you back!” 


Kim grinned and pat his bloated tummy again. “Oh, I did. And I 
meant it. This is just the beginning.” He stated, taking a sadistic pleasure 
in Foshu’s turmoil. “From this point on, you’ll be under my command until 
you pay me back for all the damage you caused. But until then, I’m gonna 
let you sit and struggle for a bit.” 


Foshu continued to kick and scream as Kim stretched and let out a 
tired yawn. With help from his staff, the beatings were hardly painful and 
he could let Foshu sit without her being in any real danger. He lay back and 
closed his eyes, sleeping with a blissful look of content as he fell asleep to 
the inner-body massage of his newly acquired slave-vixen. 


